THE   FINDING   OF  THE   ELIXIR
nine. Lehmann, my manager, absconded with the
purse. Absconded is roight That's what 'e did all
roight. He was a wrong 'un all roight. But I'll
meet him some day. The world is very small all
roight."
Weary Mac had an anxious time waiting for Paddy
Hoey. After all, Martin was the proprietor and, as
such, he couldn't be expected to give drink away to
his visitors. There was no use calling them cus-
tomers, for there would be no custom if they all got
free drinks. Soon Martin would be called away and
Weary would be left with Tommy, whose auditory
infirmity did not extend to invitations. Like to those
who can hear best in vibrating places such as a railway
carriage or an omnibus, Tommy could always hear well
in a pub.
In came Paddy, and Mac ordered a ball of malt,
Tommy advanced and shook Paddy's hand. He
might as well be shaking hands with me before a fight,
thought Mac; and ordered a drink for Tommy, who
sipped it in silence to give the youngsters a chance.
There was no excluding him.
While Paddy's stomach was rejoicing in its treasure
trove, he confided to Weary: " No. The grand
.passion was never my forte. I'd rather have a bottle
of stout" Weary produced his prescription and
handed it to Paddy, who presently exclaimed aloud:
" Well now, be the Roost of the Dead, I never saw
the likes of this 1 Who's this Barney Bulstrode ?
He ought to get a clatter on the jaw."
"Wot he ought to get is Ditto Repeato," said
Tommy Monk. The time had evidently come when
Mac could go on further. There wasn't a chemist
in Dublin who would or could compound the stuff.
Therefore the time had come to make a clean breast
of it. Weary explained the situation> names apart,
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